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What part hath God in this man's counsels ? nay,
Take you part with him; nay, in God's name go ;
What should you do to bide with me? turn back;
There stands your captain.

Savage.                           Hath not one man here

One spark in spirit or sprinkling left of shame ?
I that looked once for no such fellowship,
But soldier's hearts in shapes of gentlemen,
I am sick with shame to hear men's jangling tongues
Outnoise their swords unbloodied.    Hear me, sirs;
My hand keeps time before my tongue, and hath
But wit to speak in iron ; yet as now
Such wit were sharp enough to serve our turn
That keenest tongues may serve not.  One thing sworn
Calls on our hearts; the queen must singly die,
Or we, half dead men now with dallying, must
Die several deaths for her brief one, and stretched
Beyond the scope of sufferance; wherefore here
Choose out the man to put this peril on
And gird him with this glory j let him pass
Straight hence to court, and through all stays of state
Strike death into her heart.

Babington.                         Why, this rings right;

Well said, and soldierlike; do thus, and take
The vanguard of us all for honour.

Sewage.                                              Ay,

Well would I go, but seeing no courtly suit
Like yours, her servants and her pensioners,
The doorkeepers will bid my baseness back
From passage to her presence.